A notice, an edict, a treatise. Handwritten as the most meaningful are and passed through a driver's side car window as the spitting raindrops amassed into a legitimate downpour. 


She wrote:


Clear picture in your mind of what you want....

Take Possession (scratched out) direct it to whatever means you desire


Cursive, with miniature spirals as the dots, in pencil, which makes the scratching out even more endearing. As I am left-handed, pencils are my sworn adversary, smearing as they do across the page as the hand holding them scoots along towards the right edge. Writing in ink, one has no thoughtfully located eraser option, and peoples congested of thought often have collisions occurring violently on their pages. 


Engine sputtering hollowly, she backed out of the driveway with daughter in tow, face set with purpose and intention. That was hours ago, before the storm worsened, and the digital interruptions of hazardous weather conditions began brashly erupting from devices collected. Perched apprehensive atop the wooden table by the bay window, gazing out at the trees dancing energetic but not seeing them, the oddly scarred river-smoothed stone felt much colder in my grip than the ambient temperature. 


Loneliness had been ingrained since childhood. Not a physical apparition; ghosts of personas were plentiful - nauseatingly so. Fractions, percentages of peoples rubbed uncomfortably close in constant distracted idle chattering. Never ending look at mees. 


No one I ever wanted to hear continuously. An opinion valued, treasured. 


A steady ringing of the doorbell. Church bells fromma spire nearby and hallowed. Again, and again with precision metronomic cadence. A beckoning from indistinct, fog-laden hills to cavort amongst the mist. 


Comfort. Togetherness. Eternal enough to leave present and past cares inna receding distance. 


Now. Be urgent, lest this opportunity pass. Now, dear. The moment so long awaited is here.


Dreadful exhaustion disappeared as I closed the space between myself and the door. Smell of black and rich soil pervaded as I turned the knob. 


There is peace here, in the grave, the voice liplessly mouthed upon invitation in.


Yes, was the reply, answering a question unasked.


In the frigid cool of rainfall two hands joined in friendship. The waters dissolved what was once unclean, leaving nothingness and happiness.